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Somewhere, deep in the 
jungle, the natives were 
being goaded into an orgy 
of blood-letting. But there 
seemed to be something 
more evil behind it all! 



THE SAVAGE KILLER 
M IIO PLOTTED A NIGHT 
OF MASS MURDER 


. FIRSTHUMAN corpse— partially-eaten by < 


: all— but ghastly, 
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THE 44 NYMPHO 
CALL-OMS WHO l 
GAVE THEIH BOOIES 
TO UBEHATE PARIS 1 




Their duty: To keep the Nazi headquarters staff "occupied" 
while the underground moved into position for their great 
uprising. If the girls were spotted, every one faced death! 



by EMILE LACOSTE 

□ Out in the Parisian suburb of Clichy, the windows 
of large villa were blazing with light. At the curb 
stood rowS" of- German Ai'jnv staff cars— their drivers 
lounging about. sinokinc and exchanging gossip. From 
inside thf house came the sorfiids ofwild feminine 
giggling, rbars of drunken laughter, occasional screams, 
aitd glass Mr shattered. Cognac and whiskey flowed 
like beer, ana on the dining room table a beautifol 
pneumatic blonde was being bathed in a tub of chaiit- 
paj'hrt This Was Cabrielle Menard s biggest and most 
bjgiportSht party. It was-’ the night of August 19, 1944. 
n Precisely at eleven o'clock, inside the villa, a phone 
Started ringing shrilly. It continued to ring until some- 
one answerer! it. Immediately the noise of the party 
started to die away, and was replaced by hoarse snouts 
of anger. Like a flood, from the windows and doors 
of the house ( Continued on page 46) 


The TRUE report of a syndicate victim 

"I WAS FORCED TO MAKE SEX FILMS!" 




THE 44 NYMPHO CALL-GIRLS 

WHO GAVE THEIR BODIES 

TO LIBERATE PARIS! 




WHEN A VICE GIRL GOES 
ON STRIKE, SHE TAKES 
HER LIFE IN HER HANDS 

BLOOD WAS THE 
PAYOFF FOR 
A PROSTITUTE! 



When you read about it in cold print, you wonder, "How 

"I WAS FORCED TO 

MAKE SEX FILMS'’ 

20 




In spite of everything that the governments of Eire and 
Great Britain can do, the dream of one, united Ireland 
refuses to die. And as fast as one "killer" is captured, 
there are always at least ten more, ready to take over! 



by LIAM SHAUGHNESSY 
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Trina Castillo loves walking in the woods. One look at her, and we 


why. After all. 


be mighty attractive! 





kitten 




But she packs solid wallop 


with her 34-20-34 figure! 
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She 

Couldn’t Say 
No To The 
Ctiueho 


by FERNANDO C0RTE2 
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The Arab girls were on the point of explosion. And when a 
'< French policeman demanded a payoff — all hell broke loose! 


Ths girls wars putting on quits a show in 

gstting sxcitsd, but in spits of all offsrs, 
thsy rsfussd to do anything, sxcspt tsass. 



BLOOD WAS 
THE PAYOFF 
FOB A 
PROSTITUTE 

by MARCEL GA^KAR 


Aunt Hattie was an American who had come into the 
Algerian Casbah and set herself up in business over 30 years 
earlier. Her business was prostitution and she had cornered 
the best talent in all Algiers. Mostly her girls were half- 
breeds, Arab on one side, European on the other. Without 
exception they were soft-skinned, slim-bodied, yet with the 
generous hips and rounded breasts that made the establish- 
ment known throughout all Algeria and even as far as France. 
The main thing about Aunt Hattie’s girls was their versatility, 
and their acceptance of every possible form of sex. No matter 
what a man wanted, he could enjoy it at Aunt Hattie’s. 

“Now wait a second,” I replied when Aunt Hattie told me 
there’d be no sex today. “You know me. Marcel Gascar. I’ve 
been here dozens of times. I’ve never made ti 
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(Continued on page 60) 



THE BALLOON THAT 
SAVED THE XJBflTOIff 


Thaddeus S. C. Lowe, at the personal request of Abe Lincoln, 
went on the first aerial reconnaisance mission in history! 



Although military historians still heatedly debate Lincoln's 
w mn ?J ,der - in ‘ Chief . of the United States Army 
““""f ll J e C™ 1 War, there is one point on which all agree : Abe 

Md e ‘ th^uSon AraV 

The young aeronaut who sold this idea to the harassed Pres- 
ident was a mustachioed New Englander bearing the Dretan- 
tious name of Professor Thaddeus Sobieski Constantine P Lowe 
®°, rn / nd > n a mountainous region of Vermont Thad 

had demonstrated marked interest and ability in science— 


by WILLIAM W. HASSLER 







EDITOR'S NOTE: 

In the United States today, abortions are illegal, except 
where deemed medically necessary as a last resort 
to save the life of the mother-to-be. Despite this illegal- 
ity, hundreds of thousands of abortions are performed 
each year, the majority by unlicensed quacks. Critics 
of our present laws feel that the U.S. should follow 
the example of other countries in legalizing abortions. 
They state that this would eliminate the high percent- 


age of death and infection resulting from “backroom 
butchery." Abortions would be performed in the sterile 
premises of modern hospitals; and the butchers would 
be forced out of business. Despite the fact that the au- 
thor is a competent physician, publication of this article 
is not to be construed as condoning his viewpoint. How- 
ever, we feel that public interest will be served by 
providing the groundwork for free and open debate on 
this highly controversial subject. 
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SPECIAL FEATURE 


AN “ABORTIONIST” 

TELLS WHY HE HAS 
TAKEN UP A LIFE OF 



ANONYMOUS 

T HE MOTHER WAS A FADED little woman in 
a gingham dress, and there were tears in her 
eyes when she paid me. "Doctor,” she kept telling 
me, "you’re a saint. A living saint!” 

Every doctor hears this, but in my case it's a 
good deal different. You see, my operations are 
illegal. I’m an abortionist. 

When you hear the word, maybe you get the 
picture of a furtive little man with evil, shifty 
eyes. I’m over six feet tall and weigh close to 200 
pounds, so I don’t fit the description. Yet I per- 
form an average of twenty-five abortions a year— 
an average of one every two weeks. 

This makes me a criminal. If I’m caught, it 
means a long stretch in prison and the end of the 
medical .profession for me. And nobody will ever 
call me a saint again. 

Why do I do it? How did the whole thing start? 
These are natural questions, and I’d like to answer 
them for you. Am I a criminal? I don’t think so 
—but I’ll let you be the judge of that. 

I can’t remember ever actually deciding at one 
particular moment to becomfta doctor, but I know 
that it was my ambition ever since grade school. 


I set my mindr to it, working through high school 
and college sU medical school, and finally serving 
my intemshipVn a New York City hospital. It 
was a long; harS grind. I studied days and most of 
the evenings as well, but I never really minded. 

And, finally, I achieved my goal. I had my 
diplomas and certificates, all of which combined, 
entitled me to practice medicine in New York 
State. I went to a small town in the Adirondacks 
and set out to do just that. 

The first several months were easy enough. It 
was a routine life— delivering babies, giving in- 
jections, prescribing medicines, and all the other 
tasks that make up a doctor’s way of life. 

It was my work, and I was happy with it. 

And then, on deay early in the spring of my 
first year, a mother and daughter came to my 
office. The girl was 15 or so, with curly blonde 
hair and a surprisingly mature figure for her years. 
She certainly didn’t look sick, and I wondered 
what was wrong with her. 

Her mother didn’t waste any time telling me. 
"Doctor,” she said, bluntly, "Sally’s pregnant.” 
"I ... i see,” I said. I wasn’t shocked, because 
the training a doctor goes through makes him 
almost immune to shock. But I was more than 
surprised. "I’d better examine her.” 

"No need of that.” The mother’s eyes bored 
directly into mine, and I felt almost as though 
she was looking at me as a symbol of the man 
who had caused the ( ContinuedonpageSO) 




INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS IO S 


253 ways to win yourself a 

RAISE IN PAY 


Dozens of 


I.C.S. your questions. Illustrated texts, written by authori- 


training. Oldest, largest correspondence institution. 
7,500,000 students since 1890. Learn facts, theories, 
practical applications. Instructors guide you, answer 

s~ ::: 

lit 

gpi 

gwaar* 

lllr 

ll. 

ars£’l.n 


a 

H 

IS-— 

S.T“ 

•S.Ja-5 

■ 

fl 

B 

Clip coupon-and tak 

your first big step to 

Hi,» Sdod Milhtmititl |r 










U S. GOV’T SURPLUS 


less. One man quickly turns the switch up, moving like a shadow. His arm of skin, he lies unconsci 
of a tiny, pencil flashlight. Carefully, goes back and then suddenly arcs pathway, 
he watches as the second hand of his forward. But despite all plani 

watch sweeps around the dial. A few seconds later Jock, the guard, was not carried out w 

1:23-1:24-1:25-1:26-1:27 .... stiffens and turns! His ears have dis- Eighteen hours later, on 
From the northwest comer of the tinctly caught a sharp, rolling sound. 19 years old, was taken : 
building, the sudden wide swath of Instinctively his rifle is at the ready. He to cross the line into Ei: 
light indicates the opening of the cus- stares into the darkness but there is no 

tom house door. A single uniformed movement, no further sound.. He keeps ■ hundreds of IRA r 
figure, also armed, steps outside. The looking for almost a full minute. Then, similarly apprehended, i 
sentry on duty stiffens and stares, Anally convinced, he relaxes and con- prison sentences ranging 
"Jock? That you?” tinues his patrol. to life. Despite this-an 

1:28-1:29 ... But meanwhile, two men leap away many dozens of the rai 

“It's me, Dennis. Time for tea. Any- from the south and east walls, and dash killed-there is no shoi 
thing doing?” madly into the open fields. Then, twenty teers. 

"No, ifs quiet enough. Clad the seconds later they fall flat on their Last St. Patricks D 
shift’s done, though.” bellies and begin crawling away. 1,000 young Irishmen 

The voices fade as the two men face 1:37. All eight men, now having girls volunteered en n 
the door together a moment. reached the road, fan out in as many same day, the British gc 

1:30. . . directions. None head directly south, ful of a serious outbrei 

Dennis, the sentry going off duty, toward the border. In a few minutes, [ess than 22,000 trotr 
slams inside the door, shutting it. The that line will be closed like a steel h-afj. special constables ah 

northward. of the eight has a specific destination The 

l:30-exactly. Three figures rise up and a specific route to get there. came, 

from the field and run barefoot, silently, 1:41— exactly. A Mr* «h* »™». sucked 

toward the building. They head for the tion of a volcano 
south and east walls, directly opposite night! A huge ball i 
the first leg of the sentry's post. And up the sky for a 
while they run, five rifles are held dies out. 
steadily in the arms of five prone marks- . At the custom h 


anyway. The organization has to 
m Irishmen living in the United 
and Canada-for money to buy 


th a ten minute on a bunk right against tf 
^firmly attached and *ercs^ardly enough j 
if the five men barely. Bleeding badly, ^or 
lowly, he raises on to his burned skull by 





don't pav 
, § GREAT SHOES 

SPfig 

IpS B 


BBS 


ititilfe 



POEMS! POEMS! POEMS!] 


teiafei 


p^pipip 










^C3]Spjoifcl 


awwHgwwa 


slSiirajl 


CHILDBIRTH 



•^-^|j-»JS :, '-^i,-/,a i .]!ji.4jL | i. 4J 

.i#fi 


a®»a»W««S 


tm 

H 

gw 


Bii. 

Hiai 




■UNIQUE-UNUSUAL 


BOOKS 


USE YOUR HC 


MADISON DISCOUNT HOUSE 




NEW SEX BOOKS 


futura books Dept 19 









FREE CATALOG 


Bill Problems 



The Help Company Club 
4554 Broadway 
Chicago, III. 60640 


Let Ruth find the girl of your dreams. Have no fear — 
we have her — and she is registered in our files, just waiting for you. 


/Vo Man U. Any Qood Without a Wanton 


Remember This as long as you live: 

a flack Zuetuf. flilL 

We have the most up-to-date equipment in existence for mak- 
ing a happy union. And we know we have developed a sys- 
tem that is years ahead of the times. 

We are the originators of the Famous Selection Chart, and we 
have been so successful that people have requested that we 
make this opportunity available to all. J ' I girlsi send 
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Q UESTIONNAIRE 1 


Your Friend, RUTH 
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gazed at the couple on the bed. 

In James Bond Tradition: 


Super-Spy Lets You 'See Through’ 
Walls, Fences and Locked Doors! 

Secret of Private Detectives and Industrial Spies Revealed! 
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He grabbed the girl by the hair 



nice hair, he thought, soft, like corn 
silk. He tossed her back down across 
the bed. She pulled a sheet over her 
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naked body. Herrera shrugged. “We 
have a couple of days to get ac- 
quainted. Your so rich and gullible 
Papa thinks you are up north in the 

8SSS 

differently.” 

The girl looked at him numbly. 
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pampas and let the grass hold your 

boy friend chose this place well. We 
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Consuela's dark eyes widened as 
she realized the full implication of 



















THIS GIANT SIZE BOOK CONTAINS 
HUNDREDS OF AUTHENTIC, ENLIGHTENING 
ILLUSTRATIONS — many in life-like color. 


at last. . . a complete ; modern guide to lasting 
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Elaine McKinley is just mad 
about mink. And that goes 
for ermine, sable and otter. 
She's known as My Fur Ladyl 
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